
POETRY. 

LINES 

ON THE DEATH OF MISS MAGGIE MOFFATT, WHO 

DIED AT KINGSCLEAR, ON THE 6TH INST. 

Though darkness and sorrow encompass the 

grave, 
Yet this shall not banish the hopes that 

we have; 

Thy sudden removal indeed gives us pain, 

Yet in heaven we hope we will meet thee 

again. 

Farewell dear Maud—the time will soon 
come 

‘When, if faithful, we shall be called home; 

Then there we shall meet thee on Canaan's 

bright shore, 
‘Where the sorrow of parting shall pain us 

no more. 

Our lives are uncertain, our days are but 

few, 

Onr moments pass swiftly—we w’' | soon 

follow you; 

Our souls will rejoice if our sins are forgiven, 

Farewell dear Maud! we hope to meet 

thee in heaven. 
E.G. 
cm 

SELECT STORY. 

COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO; 
—OR THE— 

REVENGE OF EDMUND DANTES. 

CONTINUED. 

CHAPTER VIL. 

THE CURE FOR DORMICE THAT EAT PEACHES, 

“And what is the pay?” “ A thousand 
francs, sir.” 

“Tt is nothing.” 
“No; but then we are lodged, as you 

perceive.” 
Monte-Cristo looked at the room. They 

passed on to the third stage; it was the 

room of the telegraph. Monte-Cristo 
looked. in turns at the two iron handles 

by which the machine was worked. “It | 
is very interesting,” he said ; “ but it must 
be very tedious for a lifetime.” 
“Yes. At first my neck was cramped 

with looking at it, but at the end of a 
year I became used to it; and then we 

have our hours of recreation, and our 

holidays when we have a fog.” 
“Ah, to be sure.” 
“Those are indeed holidays to me; I 

go into the garden, I plant, prune, trim, 

and kill the insects all day long.” 
“How long have you been here?” 

“Ten years, and five as a supernumerary 
makes fifteen.” 

“You are—" 
“Fifty-five years old.” 
“How long must you serve to claim the 

pension?” : 
“Oh, sir, twenty-five years.” 

And how much is the pension?” 
“ A hundred crowns.” 
“Poor humanity!” murmured Monte- 

Cristo. 
“ What did you say, sir?” asked the 

man. 
“1 was saying it was very interesting.” 
“What was?” 

“All you were showing me. And you 

really understood none of these signals?” 
“None at all.” 

“And you have never tried to under- 
stand them?” 

“Never. Why should I?” 

“But still there are some signals only 
addressed to you.” 

“Certainly.” 

“ And do you understand them?” 
“They are always the same.” 
“ And they mean—" 

“ Nothing new; You have an hour; or 
To-morrow.” 
“This is simple enough,” said the count ; 

“but look! is not your correspondent 
putting himself in motion?” 

“ Ah, yes; thank you, sir.” 
“ And what is it saying—anything you 

understand ?” 
“Yes; it asks if I am ready.” 

“ And you reply ?” 
“By the same sign, which at the same 

time, tells my right-hand correspondent 

that I am ready, while it gives notice to 
my left-hand correspondent to prepare in 

his turn.” 
“It is very ingenious,” said the count. 
“You will see,” said the man proudly; 

“in five minutes he will speak.” 

“1 have then, five minutes,” said Monte- 
Cristo to himself; it is more time than I 

require. My dear sir, will you allow me 

to ask you a question ?” 
“What is it sir?” 
“You are fond of gardening?” 

“ Passionately.” 
“And you would be pleased to have, 

instead of this terrace of twenty feet, an 

enclosure of two acres? ”’ 
“Sir, I should make a terrestial para- 

dise of it.” 

“You live badly on your thousand 
francs ?” 
“Badly enough ; but yet I do live.” 

“Yes ; but you have only a small garden.” 
“True, the garden is not large.” 
“And, then, such as it is, it is filled 

with dormice, who eat everything.” 
“Ah! they are my scourges.” 
“Tell me, should you have the misfor- 

tune to turn your head when your right- 
hand correspondent was telegraphing—" 

“I should not see him.” 
“Then what would happen?” 
“1 could not repeat the signals.” 

“And then?” 
“Not having repeated them, through 

negligence, I should be fined.” 

“How much?” 

“ A hundred francs.” 
“The tenth of your income—that would 

be fine work.” 
“Al!” gaid the man. 

“Has it ever happened to yoa?” said 
Monte-Cristo. 

“Once, sir, when I was grafting a rose- 
tree.” 
“Well, suppose you were to alter a 

signal, and substitute another?” 
“Ah, that is another case; I should be 

turned off, and lose my pension.” 

“Three hundred francs.” 
“A hundred crowns, yes, sir; so you 

see that I am not likely to do any of these 
things.” 
“Not even for fifteen years’ wages? 

Come, it is worth thinking about ?” 
“For fifteen thousand francs?” 
[3 Yes.” 

“Sir, you alarm me.” 

“Nonsense! ” 
“Sir, you are tempting me 
“Just so; fifteen thousand trancs, do 

you understand ? ”’ 
“Sir, let me see my right-hand corres- 

pondent !” 

“On the contrary, do not look at him, 

but on this.” 
“What is it?” 

“What! do you not know these little 

papers?” 
“ Bank-notes! ” 
“ Exactly; there are fifteen of them.” 
“ And whose are they?” 
“Yours, if you like.” 
“Mine!” exclaimed the man, half suffo- 

cated. 
“Yes; yours—your own property.” 
“Sir, my right-hand correspondent is 

signalling.” 
“Let him.” 
“Sir, you have distracted me; I shall 

be fined.” 
“That will cost you a hundred francs; 

you see it is your interest to take my 

bank-notes.” 

1” 

“Sir, my right-hand correspondent re- 
doubles his signals; he is impatient.” 

“Never mind—take these;” and the 

count placed the packet in the hands of 
the man. “Now this is not all,” he gaid ; 
“you cannot live upon your fifteen thous- 
and francs.” 

“1 shall still have my place.” 
“No! you will lose it, for you are going 

to alter the sign of your correspondent.” 
“Oh, sir, what are you proposing ?” 
“ A jest 1 » 

“Sir, unless you force me—" 
“I think I can effectually force you;” 

and Monte-Cristo drew another packet 
from his pocket. “ Here are ten thousand 
more francs,” he said, “ with the fifteen 

thousand already in your pocket, they 
will make twenty-five thousand. With 

five thousand you can buy a pretty little 
house with two acres of land ; the remain- 
ing twenty thousand will bring you in a 
thousand francs a year.” 
“A garden with two acres of land ! ” 

“ And a thousand francs a year.” 

“Oh, heavens!” 
“Come, take them!” and Monte-Cristo 

forced the bank-notes into his hand. 

“What am I to do?” 
“Nothing very difficult.” 
“But what is it?” 

“To repeat these signs;” Monte-Cristo 
took a paper from his pocket, upon which 
were drawn three signs, with numbers to 

indicate the order in which they were to 

be worked. 
“There, you see it will not take long.” 

“Yes; but—" 
“Do this, and you will have nectarines 

and all the rest.” The mark was hit; 

red with fever, while the large drops fell 
from his brow, the man executed, one 

after the other, the three signs given by 
the count, notwithstanding the frightful 
contortions of the right-hand correspond- 

ent, who, not understanding the change, 
began to think tbe gardener had become 
mad. As to the left-hand one, he con- 

scientiously repeated the same signals, 
which were definitively carried to the 
Minister of the Interior. “Now you are 

rich,” said Monte-Cristo. 

“Yes,” replied the man, “but at what 
a price!” 

“ Listen, friend,” said Monte-Cristo. “I 
do not wish to cause you any remorse; 

believe me, then when I swear to you 
that you have wronged no man, but on 

the contrary have benefitted nankind.” 
The man looked at the bank-notes, felt 
them, counted them ; he turned red, then 
pale; then rushed into his room to drink 

a glass of water, but he had no time to 

reach the water jug, and fainted in the 
midst of his dry herbs. Five minutes 

after the new telegram reached the minis- 
ter, Debray had the horses put to his 

carriage, and drove to Danglars’. 
“Has your husband got any Spanish 

bonds?” he asked of the baroness. 
“J think so, indeed! He has six mil- 

lions’ worth.” 
“ He must sell them at whatever price.” 
“ Why 4d ” 

“Because Don Carlos has fled from 

Bourgess, and has returned to Spain.” 
“ How do you know ?” Debray shrugged 

his shoulders. “The idea of asking how 

I hear the news!” he said. The baroness 
did not wait for a repetition; she ran to 
her husband, who immediately hastened 

to his agent, and ordered him to sell at 
any price. When it was seen that Dang- 

lars sold, the Spanish funds fell directly. 
Danglars lost five hundred thousand 
francs; but he rid himself of all Spanish 

shares. The same evening the following 
was read in Le Messenger: Telegraphic 
despatch. “The king, Don Carlos, has es- 

caped the vigilance exercised over him at 
Bourges, and has returned to Spain by 
the Catalonian frontier. Barcelona has 

risen in his favor.” 
All that evening nothing was spoken of 

but the foresight of Danglars, who had 

sold his shares, and of the luck of the 
stock jobber who only lost five hundred 
thousand francs by such a blow. Those 

who had kept their shares, or bought 
those of Danglars, looked upon themselves 
as ruined, and passed a very bad night. 

Next morning Le Moniteur contained the 
following :—*“ It was without any founda- 

tion that Le Messager yesterday an- 

nounced the flight of Don Carlos and the 
revolt of Barcelona. The king (Don 
Carlos) has not left Bourges, and the 
peninsula is in the enjoyment of profound 
peace. A telegraphic signal, improperly 
interpreted, owing to the fog, was the 

cause of this error.” 
The funds rose one per cent. higher 

than before they had fallen. This, reckon- 

ing his loss, and what he had missed 
gaining, made the difference of a million 
to Danglars. “Good!” said Monte-Cristo 
to Morrell, who was at his house when 
the news arrived of the strange reverse of 
fortune of which Danglars had been a 

victim, “I have just made a discovery for 
twenty-five thousand francs, for which I 
would have paid a hundred thousand.” 
“What have you discovered ?” asked 

Morrel. 
“I have just discovered the method of 

ridding a gardener of the dormice that 
eat his peaches.” 

CHAPTER VIIL 

THE PHANTOMS. 

At first sight the exterior of the house 
at Auteuil presented nothing splendid, 
nothing one would expect from the des- 
tined residence of the magnificent count 
of Monte-Cristo; but the simplicity was 

but according to the will of its master, 

who positively ordered nothing to be 
altered outside; this was seen by exam- 
ining the interior. Indeed, scarcely could 

the door be opened before the scene 
changed. M. Bertuccio had outdone him- 

self in the taste displayed in furnishing, 
and the rapidity with which it was 

executed. The house had become un- 
recognizable, and Bertuccio himself de- 

clared he scarcely knew it, encircled as it 
was by a screen of trees. The overseer 
would not have objected, while he was 

about it, to have made some improve- 
ments in the garden, but the count had 
positively forbidden it to be touched. 

Bertuccio made amends, however, by 
loading the ante-chambers, staircases, and 
chimneys with flowers. One chamber 
alone had been respected by the magnifi- 
cent Bertuccio. Before this room, to 
which you could ascend by the grand, 

and go out by the back staircase, the 
servants passed with curiosity, and Ber- 
tuccio with terror. At five o'clock pre- 

cisely, the count arrived before the house 

at Auteuil, followed by Ali. Bertuccio 
was awaiting his arrival with impatience, 
mingled with uneasiness; he hoped for 
some compliments, while at the same 
time, he feared to have frowns. Monte- 

Cristo descended into the court-yard, 
walked all over the house, without giving 
any sign of approbation or displeasure, 
until he entered his bedroom, situated on 

the opposite side of the closed room; 

when he approached a little piece of fur- 
niture, made of rosewood, which we re- 

member to have noticed on a previous 
occasion. “ That will at least serve to put 
my gloves in,” he said. 
“Will your Excellency deign to open 

it,” said the delighted Bertuccio, “and 
you will find gloves in it.” In all the 

rest of the furniture the count found 
everything he required—smelling-bottles, 
cigars, bijouterie. 

“Good!” he said; and M. Bertuccio 
left enraptured, so powerful, and real 
was the influence exercised by this man 

over all who surrounded him. At pre- 

cisely six o'clock the clatter of horses 
hoofs was heard at the entrance door; it 
was our captain of Spahis, who had ar- 

rived on Medea. “I am gure Iam the 
first,” cried Morrel; “I did it on purpose 
to have you a minute myself before every 
one came. Julie and Emmanuel have a 

thousand things to tell you. Ah! really 
this is magnificent! But tell me, count, 
will your people take care of my horse?” 

“Do not alarm yourself, my dear Maxi- 
milian—~they understand.” 

“I mean, because he wants petting. If 
you had seen at what a pace he came, 
like the wind!” 
“J should think so,—a horse that cost 

5000 francs!” said Monte-Cristo in the 

tone which the father would use towards 
a son. 
“Do you regret them?” asked Morrel, 

with his open laugh. 
“I? Certainly not!” replied the count. 

“No; I should only regret if the horse 
had not proved good.” 

“It is so good, that I have distanced 
M. de Chateau-Renaud, one of the best 

riders in France, and M. Debray, who 
both mount the minister's Arabians; and 

close at their heels are the horses of 

Madame Danglars, who always go at six 
leagues an hour.” 

“Then they follow you?” asked Monte- 
Cristo. 

“See, they are here!” and at the same 

minute a carriage with smoking horses, 

accompanied by two mounted gentlemen, 
arrived at the gate, which opened before 
them. The carriage drove round, and 

stopped at the steps, followed by the 
horsemen. The instant Debray had 

touched the ground, he was at the car- 
riage door. He offered his hand to the 

baroness, who, descending, took it with a 
peculiarity of manner imperceptible to 
every one but Monte-Cristo. But nothing 

escaped the count’s notice; and he ob- 
served a little note, slipped with an in- 
describable ease, bespeaking the frequent 

practice of this manceuvre, from the hand 
of Madame Danglars to that of the minis- 

ter's secretary. After his wife, the banker 
descended, pale, as though he had issued 

from his tomb, instead of his carriage. 
Madame Danglars threw a rapid and en- 

quiring glance around, which could only 
be interpreted by Monte-Cristo, embrac- 

ing the court yard, the peristyle, and the 
front of the house; then, repressing a 

slight emotion, which must have been 
seen on her countenance if she had per- 
mitted her face to become pale, she as- 
cended the steps, saying to Morrel, “Sir, 

if you were a friend of mine, I should ask 
you if you would sell your horse.” 
Morrel smiled with an expression very 

like a grimace, and then turned round to 
Monte-Cristo, as if to ask him to extricate 
him from his embarrassment. The count 
understood him. “Ah, madame!” he 

said, “ why did you not make that request 
of me?” 
“With you, sir,” replied the baroness, 

*“one can wish for nothing, one is sure to 
obtain it. If it were so with M. Morrel—” 

“Unfortunately,” replied the count, “I 

am witness that M. Morrel cannot give 
up his horse, his honor being engaged: in 

keeping it.” 

“How so?” 
“He laid a wager he would tame Medea 

in the space of six months. You under- 

stand now that if he were to get rid of it 
before the time named, he would not only 
lose his bet, but people would say he was 
afraid of it ; and a brave captain of Spahis 
cannot risk this, even to gratify a pretty 

woman, which is, in my opinion, one of 
the most sacred obligations in the world.” 
“You see my position, madame,” said 

Morrel, bestowing a grateful smile on 
Monte-Cristo. 
“It seems to me,” said Danglars, in his 

coarse tone, ill-concealed by a forced smile, 
“that you have already got horses enough.” 
Madame Danglars seldom allowed re- 

marks of this kind to pass unnoticed ; but 
to the surprise of the young people, she 

pretended not to hear it, and said noth- 
ing. Monte-Cristo smiled at her unusual 

humility, and showed her two immense 
porcelain jars, covered with marine plants, 

of a size and delicacy that could alone 
emanate from nature. The baroness was 
astonished. “Why,” said she, “you could 
plant one of the chestnut trees in the 
Tuileriesinside! How can such enormous 
jars have been manufactured?” ¢ Ah, 
madame!” replied Monte-Cristo, “you 
must not ask of us, the manufacturers of 
flimsy glass, such a question. It is the 

work of another age, constructed by the 
genii of earth and water,” 
“How so?—at what period can that 

have been?” 
“I do not know; I have only heard 

that an Emperor of China had an oven 

built expressly, and that in this oven 
twelve jars like this were successively 
baked. Two broke, from the heat of the 

fire ; the other ten were sunk three hun- 
dred fathoms deep into the sea. The sea 
knowing what was required of her, threw 

over them her weeds, encircled them with 
coral, and encrusted them with shells; 

the whole was cemented by two hundred 

years beneath these almost impervious 
depths, for a revolution carried away the 
emperor who wished to make the trial, 

and only left the documents proving the 
manufacture of the jars and there descent 
into the sea. At the end of two hun- 

dred years the documents were found, 
and they thought of bringing up the jars. 

Divers descended in machines, made ex- 
pressly on the discovery, into the bay 
where they were thrown ; but of ten three 

only remained, the rest having been 
broken by the waves. I am fond of these 
jars, upon which, perhaps, misshapen, 

frightful monsters have fixed their cold, 
dull eyes, and in which myriads of small 
fish have slept, seeking a refage from the 
pursuit of their enemies.” Meanwhile, 
Danglars, who had cared little for curi- 
osities, was mechanically tearing off the 
blossoms of a splendid orange tree, one 

after another. When he had finished 
with the orange tree, he began at the 
cactus ; but, not being as easily plucked 

as the orange tree, pricked him dread- 
fully. He shuddered, and rubbed his 
eyes as though awaking from a dream. 

“Sir,” said Monte-Cristo to him, I do 
not recommend my pictures to you, you 
possess such splendid paintings ; but, nev- 
ertheless, here are some old ones worth 
looking at.” 
“Stay!” said Debray ; I recognize this 

Hobbema.” 
“Ah, indeed!” 
“Yes; it was offered to the National 

Gallery.” 
“Which, I believe, does not contain 

one ?” said Monte-Cristo. 

“No; and they refused to buy it be- 

cause government was not rich enough.” 
“Ah! pardon me!” gaid Chatean- 

Renaud; I have heard of these things 

every day during the last eight years, and 
I cannot understand them yet.” 
“Major Bartolomeo Cavalcanti and 

Connt Andrea Cavalcanti!” announced 
Baptistin. A black satin stock, fresh from 

the maker's hands, gray moustaches, a 

bold eye, a major’s uniform, ornamented 
with three medals and five crosses—in 

fact, the thorough bearing of an old soldier 
—such was the appearance of Major Bar- 
tolomeo Cavalcanti, that tender father 

with whom we are already acquainted. 
Close to him, dressed in entirely new 

clothes, advanced smilingly Count An- 
drea Cavalcanti, the dutiful son, whom 

we also know. The three young people 
were talking together. On the entrance 
of the new comers, their eyes glanced 

from father to son, and then, naturally 
enough, rested on the latter, whom they 

began criticizing. “Cavalcanti!” said 
Debray. “A fine name,” said Morrel. 
“Yes,” said Chateau-Renaud,” “these 

Italians are well named and badly 

dressed.” 
“You are fastidious, Chateau-Renaud,” 

replied Debray, “those clothes are well 
cut and quite new.” 
“That is just what I find fault with. 

That gentleman appears to be well dressed 
for the first time in his life.” 

“Who are those gentlemen?” asked 

Danglars of Monte-Cristo. 
“You heard—Cavalcanti.” 

“That tells me their name, and nothing 

else.” 
“Ah! true. You do not know the Ital- 

ian nobility ; the Cavalcanti are all des- 

cended from princes.” 
“ Have they any fortune ? ” 
“ An enormous one.” 

“What do they do?” 
“Try to spend’ it all. They have some 

business with you, I think, from what 

they told me the day before yesterday. 
I, indeed, invited them here to-day on 

your account. I will introduce you to 

them.” 
“But they appear to speak French with 

a very poor accent,” said Danglars. 
“The son has been educated in a college 

in the south; I believe near Marseilles. 

You will find him quite enthusiastic.” 
“ Upon what subject ?” asked Madame 

Danglars. 
“The French ladies, madame. He has 

made up his mind to take a wife from 

Paris.” 
“ A fine idea that of his!” said Danglars, 

shrugging his shoulders. Madame Dan- 
glars looked at her husband with an ex- 

pression, which at any other time, would 
have indicated a storm, but for the second 

time she controlled herself. “The baron 

appears thoughtful to-day,” said Monte- 
Cristo to her ; “are they going to put him 

in the ministry?” | 
“Not yet, I think. More likely he h 

been speculating on the Bourse, and has 
lost money.” : 
“M. and Madame de Villefort!” cried 

Baptigin. They entered. M. de Ville 
fort, notwithstanding his self-control, was 
visibly affected; and when Monte-Cristo 

touched his hand he felt it tremble. 
“Certainly, women alone know how 

to dissimulate,” said Monte-Cristo to him- 

self, glancing at Madame Danglars, who 
was smiling on the king’s proctor, and 

embracing his wife. After a short time, 
the count saw Bertuccio, who until then, 
had been occupied on the other side of 

the house, glide into an adjoining room. 

He went to him. “What do you want, 
M. Bertuccio?” said he. 

“Your excellency has not stated the 
number of guests.” 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

THE HEAD SURGEON. 

Of the Lubon Medical Company is now 
at Toronto, Canada, and may be consulted 
either in person or by letter on all chronic 

diseases peculiar to man. Men, young, 
old, or middle-aged, who-find themselves 

nervous weak and exhausted, who are 
broken down from excess or overwork,re- 
sulting in many of the following 

symptoms : Mental depression, premature 
old age, loss of vitality, loss of memory, 
bad dreams, dimness of sight, palpitation 

of the heart, emissions, lack of energy, 
pain in the kidneys, headache, pimples on 
the face or body, itching or peculiar sen- 

sation about the scrotum, wasting of the 
organs, dizziness, specks before the eyes, 
w itching of the muscles, eye lids, and 

elsewhere, bashfulness, deposits in the 
urine, loss of will power, tenderness of 
the scalp and spine, weak and flabby 

muscles, desire to sleep, failure to be rest- 
ed by sleep, constipation, dullness of hear- 
ing, loss of voice, desire for solitude, ex- 

citability of temper, sunken eyes surround- 
ed with leaden ircle, oily looking skin, etc. 
are all symptoms of nervous debility that 
lead to insanity and death unless cured. 
The spring or vital force having losts its 

tension, every function wanes in conse- 

quence. Those who through abuse com- 
mitted in ignorance may be permanently 
cured. Send your address for book on 

all diseases peculiar to man. Book sent 
free sealed. Heart disease, the symptoms 
of which are faint spells, purple lips, 

numbness, palpitation, skip beats, hot 
flushes, rush of blood to the head, dull 
pain in the heart which beats strong, 
rapid and irregular, the second heart beat 
quicker than the first, pains about the 
breast bone, etc., can positively be cured. 

No cure, no pay. Send for book. Ad- 
dres®M. V. LUBON, 24 Macdonell Ave, 
Toronto, Canada. 

JOTTINGS ABOUT THE HOUSE. 

If the color has been taken out of 

silks by fruit stains ammonia will usually 
restore the color. 

To brighten carpets wipe them with 
warm water in which has been poured a 
few drops of ammonia. 

To purify the air in a newly-painted 
room, put several tubs of water in it, and 
it will absorb much of the odor. 

When onions are being cooked the] 
strong, disagreeable odor may be lessened 

by placing vinegar on the stove. 
It is said that if the kerosene can is not 

kept tightly corked, both at the neck and 
spout, especially if in a warm place, the 

oil will burn dull and cake on the wick. 
To make a cement that will unite card 

to tin boil one ounce of borax and two 

ounces of powdered shellac in fifteen 
ounces of water till the shellac is entirely 

dissolved. 

ST. JACOBS OIL 
RHEUMATISM-NEURALCIA, 
mn. Sciatica, = 

Sprains, 
Bruises, 
Burns, 
Frost-Bites, 
Backache. 

IT IS ABSOLUTELY THE BEST 
THE CHARLES A. VOGELER COMPANY, Baitimere, Md. 

Canadian Depot: TORONTO, ONT. - 
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Threw Away His Crutches — A True Ao. 

count of & Remarkable Event 

STATEMENT OF MR. MCNEE. 

For eight years I was troubled with a 
gore on my leg which resulted from hayv- 
ing it broken. The doctors kept me in 
bed five months trying to heal it up, but 
all to no purpose. I tried all sorts of 
salves, liniments, ointments, pills and 
blood medicines but with no benefit. In 

1888 it hecame so bad that I had to sit on 
one chair and keep my foot on another 
for four months. I could not put my foot 

on the ground or the blood would rush 
out in a stream and my leg swelled fo 

twice its natural size. Eleven running 
sores developed on it which reduced me to 

a living skeleton (I lost 70 lbs. in four 
months). Friends advised me to go to the 
hospital ; but I would not for I knew 
they would take my leg off. The doctor 
then wanted to split it open and scrape 
the bone, but I was too weak to stand the 

operation. One old lady said it had 
turned to black erysipelas and could never 
be cured. I had never heard of Burdock 
Blood Bitters then, but I read of a minis- 

ter, Rev. Mr. Stout, who had been cured 
of a severe abscess on the neck by B. B. B., 

after medical aid had failed, and I thought 
I would try it. I washed the leg with the 
Bitters and took them according to direc- 

tions. After using one bottle I could walk 
on crutches, after taking three, I threw 
away the crutches, took a scythe and 

went to work in the field. At the end of 
the sixth bottle my leg was entirely 
healed up; pieces of loose bone had 

worked out of it and the cords came back 
to their natural places again. That was 
nine years ago and it has never broken 

out since. I can walk five miles to-day as 
fast as any one, and all this I owe to B. B. 
B., which certainly saved my leg if not 
my life. I cheerfully recommend it to 
all sufferers. Give B. B. B. a trial, and it 

will cure you as it did me. 
Yours truly, 

Ww. McNEE, 

St. Ives P. O., Ont. 
Mr. F. C. Saunderson, the druggist of St. 

Marys, Ont., certifies to the entire truth- 
fulness of the remarkable statement made 
by Mr. McNee, and says that several 

other wonderful cures have been made in 

his district by this unrivalled remedy for 
bad blood, dyspepsia, billiousness, costipa- 

tion and all diseases of the stomach, liver, 

bowels and blood. 

Not Reassuring.— Jacques — Mabel, I 

feel very brave to-day; I think now is a 
good time for mg. to ask your father. 

Mabel — Well, I don’t believe I would to- 
day. Jacques— Why not? Mabel — 
You'd better wait till you have your old 

clothes on. 

QUACK ADVERTISEMENTS 

Are a nuisance and we think it behooves 
publishers to examine into the merits of 
many articles puffed up in their columns. 
We do not deny that many meritorious 
remedies are properly to be classed under 
this heading. Take the hundreds and 
thousands relieved from severe suffering 
by the use of Polson’s Nerviline ; would it 

not be unreasonable to expect them to 
condemn that far-famed remedy? Now 
we know for a fact that Polson’s Nerviline 

is without exception the most powerful, 
pleasant and certain remedy in the world 

for pain. Itcannot fail, for it goes right 
to the bottom of the pain, penetrates to 
the nerves, soothes them into quietness, 

and affords prompt and permanent relief. 

I got an awful fright last night, said 

Jennie. You did? Yes; when George 
was going away he took my hand to bid 
me good night. And you thought he was 
going to kiss you? No,I thought he 
wasn’t going to kiss me. 

There is no secret or patent in the pro- 
duction of “Myrtle Navy ” tobacco. It 
could be produced by any manufacturer, 
but no manufacturer could make it pay at 

that price, unless he could purchase on a 
large scale and sell on a large scale. He 

could not sell below the present price 

without a loss even if he could purchase 
on the lowest advantageous terms. To 
get a large market therefore, without 
which he would have no inducements to 

go on, would be the work of many years. 
That is the reason why Messrs. Tucket & 

Son have the command of the market, 
and they are wise enough to know that 

they can retain it only by keeping the 
price down to hard figures. 

Mr. Tilbow called to-day and returned 
the umbrella you loaned him last week. 
Did,eh? Well, by Jove! I wonder what 

game that fellow is trying to play on me. 

RueumATisM CURED IN A Day.— South 

America Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism 
and neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 3 days. 
Its action upon the system is remarkable 

and mysterious. It removes at once the 
cause and the disease immediately disap- 
pears. The first dose greatly benefits. 76 

cents Warranted by Davies, Staples & 
Co. 

Ere he was wed his heart was light, 
And he would sing from monr till night; 
But since his blessed babe was born 
He’s got to sing from night to morn! 

PUREST, STRONG 
Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime, 

Phosphates, or any Injuriant. 

™ Subscriber has now in stock a large quantity 
of best quality of 

In Stove and Chestnut sizes. 

—— ALSO —— 

Old Mine's Sydney, 

Reserve Sydney, 

Victoria Sydney, 

Soft Coal. 

These are considered the best House Coals, mined 
n Oape Breton. I will sell and deliver any of the 
above Coal at merely a living profit, as my motto is 
pulock Bales and small Margins. Orders left at the 
Office of F. I. Morrison, Queen Street, will receive 
qrompt attention. 

P. FARRELL. 
Fredericton, Julydth, 1892, 

LERIGH HARD-CGOAL.|§ 

Regulates the Stomach, 

Liver and Bowels, unlocks 

theSecretions,Purifiesthe 

Blood and removes all im=« 

purities from a Pimple to 
the worst Scrofulous Sore. 

sme 

Er) 
~- 

DYSPEPSIA. BILIOUSNESS. 
CONSTIPATION. HEADACHE 
SALT RHEUM. SCROFULA. 
HEART BURN. SOUR STOMACH 
DIZZINESS. DROPSY 
RHEUMAT | SM. SKIN DISEASES) 

BITTERS 
SHERIFF'S SALE. 

To be sold at Public Auction, in front of the 
County Court House in Fredericton, in the County 
of York, on the second duy of November next, 
between the hours of twelve o'clock, noon, and 
four o'clock, P. M.: All the right, title, interest, 
egg claim and demand whatsoever, both at 
w and in Equity, which John McNeill had 

on the tenth day of February, A. D. 1893, of, 
in, to and out of the following leasehold lands 
and premises and the several Indentures of Lease 
thereof, that is to say : 

66 A LL that certain piece or parcel of land 
situate, lying and being in the City of 

Fredericton, in the County of York, and Province 
of New Brunswick, and described us follows, that 
is to say : A portion of that lot or parcel of 1nd 
known und distinguished as the Bryson lot, situate 
on Needham or Union bdtreet, (so called) in the said 
City and County aforesaid, and bounded by lands on 
the upper or northwest side, now owned by James 8. 
Beek, and known as the Keppell lot, and running 
back along the said line one hundred and forty feet 
in the southwesterly direction, and along the rear 
in southeasterly direction eighty feet, and from 
thence in a northwesterly direction one hundred 
and forty feet or until it strikes tue said street, and 
er . along the said street to the place of begin- 

g. 
“Also, in, to and out of all that certain otherlease- 

hold laud and premises and the Ind. e of Lease 
thereof, that is to say: All that certain piece or 
parcel of Jand and premises, situate lying aud being 
in the City of Fredericton, iu the County of York, 
fronting on the east side of Charlotte Street, being 
the vacant lands owned by the said Sophia Strong 
Moutgcmery Cambell, situate between the lots 
sold to Archbibsld Jewett on the lower side, and 

reed to he sold to Robert Sutherland on the upper 
side, being fifty-six feet ten inches on the front on 
Chui lottee Btreet, and running back towards the 
river one hundred and sixty-two feet nine inches, 
more or less, Together with all and singular the 
buildings and improvements thereon, rights, privi- 
liges and appurtenances to said pieces of land belong 
ing or a a and the several Indentures of 
Leaseand unexpi term of years thereby granted.” 

‘Ihe same having been seized under un execution 
issued out of the County Court for the County of 
Yo k, against the said John McNeill at the suit of 
Henry Chestnut. 

Dated July 25, 1802. 
A. A, STERLING, Bheriff. 

Bheriff’s Office, Fredericton, N. B. 

TERRA COTTA PIPE. 

Now landing per schooner Estella R., 

1651 PIECES 

Terra 

Cotta 

ipe. 

For sale”low by 

JAMES S. NEILL. 

BOYCE BROTHERS. 

Next store above Mr. Hodge’s, 

IN STOCK AND TO ARRIVE : 

1 000 Ban White and Black Feed 

Linseed Meal, Prime Middlings and Coarse Bran 
in bags, direct from the mills. 
Oats, Barley and Buckwheat for late sowing. 
EF°A few barrels of good Flour from home grown 
‘Wheat 
Champion Bwede Turnip Seed, etc. 
Pressed Hay and Straw. 

BOYCE BROS. 

Fredericton,June 21. 

ALABASTINE. 
JUST RECEIVED : 

1 lf hte of Alabastine, sixteen different shades 
all ready to mix in cold water. No boil- 

Ing ox hot water needed. 
his is without a doubt an improvement on the 

old style. Tryit. ° 

For sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. | 

GT. WHELPLEY. 
Has just received 2000 Bushels 

extra quality 

FEEDING - OATS. 
em. 

To arrive one carload 

FLOOR AND FEED. 
Always 

in 

stock, 

and 

at 

BRAN, 

MIDDLINGS 
~—AND— 

FEED, 

7» 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 

G. T. WHELPLEY, 

310 Queen Street, 

FREDERICTON. 

THE 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

AB 
INSURANCE COMPANY. 

AssgTs, 181 JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.69 

AssgTs IN CANADA, $s 870,525.67 

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip 
tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent. 

COAL. COAL. 

In Steck: 

BLACKSMITH, 

VICTORIA and 

OLD MINE SYDNEY 

HOUSE COAL. 

To Arrive: 

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL 

In Chestnut, Stove and Egg sizes, 

Parties requiring, leave your orders early to be 

delivered from vessel cheap. 

Also in Stock: — A car of choice 

Heavy Chop Feed, composed of 

Barley, Oats and Wheat. Always 

on hand : — Hay, Oats, Middlings, 

Bran, Oilmeal, Lime, Land and 

Calcined Plaster. 

OFFICE AND STOREHOUSE, 

CAMPBELL STREET: crr@®¥2rr. 

JAMES TIBBITTS, 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitter 
AND 

TINSMITH, 
Wein inform the people of Freder 

icton and vicinity that he has re 
amed business on Queen Street, 

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE 
where he is prepared to till au oraers im 

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 

Speaking Tubes, 

ANT DO WITHOUT IT! 
ANT DO WITHOUT WHAT? 

77 |FOUNTALY, 
PEN. CGocd 

None of your twenty-five cent 

arrangements, but a good 

CAW’S 

FOUNTAIN PEN. 
« 

You had better call at 

HALL’S, 

And get one. 

Scotch Fire Bricks and Fire Clay, 
Just Received from Glasgow. 

5 000 Aas Bricks, 30 Bags 

For sale low by 

JAMES 8. NEILL. 

HARD COAL. 
800 N8 to arrive and now on the way ex. 

Behr. “Mary George,” ‘‘ Valetta,” 

BEST QUALITY OF 

ANTHRACITE, 
in Broken Egg, Stove and Chestnut sizes. 

Parties requirin, 
it from wv 

ew York. 

Coal had better place order and 
as Coal is advancing in price in 

Old Mine Sydney, Victoria Syd- 

ney, Reserve Sydney and 

Spring Hill to arrive. 

=. EX. ALLIN, 
Campbell St., above City Hall, 

Lawn Mowers. 

FOR BALE LOW AT 

NEILL’'S RARDWARE STORE, 

Horse Shoes and Wire Nails. 
JUST RECEIVED : 

200 G8 Horse Shoes and Wire Nails 
assorted sizes, at market rates, 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

Per §. S. Madura. 
FROM LONDON. 

ABKS pure Linseed Paint oil. 15 and for sale at market rates. 
R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

CATERERS - 

MCMURRAY & CO. 
Have now on hand an immense stock of 

Oil) 
AND 

PHMY® 
which they will sell at the lowest possible 

prices; also a few new 

ENIGICHN 
First Class in every respect, 

— FOR ONLY — 

$25.00. 
Fully Guaranteed. If not entirely satisfactory after three 

months trial, Money refunded. 

CAILI. AND SEE: TEEN. 

McMurray & Co.'s Book and Music Store. 


